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Brave Bishops of a
Brave People
EBRUARY

24, 1942, is a red-letter

F day in the history of the Lutheran Church in Norway. On
that day each of Norway's seven
bishops resigned his office in protest against the Quisling government. This government retaliated
by "suspending" Eivind Berggrav,
Bishop of Oslo, ranking ecclesiast
in Norway. He and Johan Stpren,
Bishop of Trondheim, are now
under orders to report to the Oslo
police twice daily.
Two governmental actions motivated these resignations. One
was the attempt of the N azi-directed police to block a service at
the Trondheim Cathedral on February I; the other was the Quisling edict ordering all children
ten to eighteen years old to enroll
in a Norwegian model of Germany's Hitlerjugend.

T H E

EDITORS

On February 1 the police
blocked the entrances of the cathedral and even used clubs
against a crowd of several thousand worshipers, who refused to
disperse, stood bareheaded in the
cold, and sang Luther's "A Mighty
Fortress Is Our God," Blix's "National Hymn," and the Norwegian
national anthem, "Yes, We Love
With Fond Devotion This Our
Native Land."
The facts in the case, as reported in The Lutheran Companion)
were these:
The Rev. Arne Fjellbu, Dean of
the Trondheim Cathedral and one of
the most respected of Norwegian
clergymen, was to speak at the Cathedral at the regular Sunday morning
worship on February I. On January
26 the Nazi Minister of Church and
Education suddenly wired instructions
to the Bishop of Trondheim ordering
him to open the church on February 1
to the Rev. Blessing Dahle, one of the
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very few ministers in Norway who
have turned Nazi.
In spite of protests Blessing Dahle
spoke at the so-called "festival services" at 11 o'clock in the morning.
His topic was the now famous "Act of
State" which took place the same day
at Akershus Castle in Oslo and at
which Major Vidkun Quisling assumed the title and duties of "Minis~
ter-Presiden t" of Norway with
German blessing. Only a meager audience of local Nazis attended the
service conducted by Blessing Dahle.
Meanwhile the service to be conducted by Dean Fjellbu had been
postponed until 2 o'clock in the afternoon. By the time Dahle's service was
over, large crowds were streaming towards the Cathedral, and a considerable number of persons were already
seated in the church by the time
police marched up to prevent any
more from entering. It was to enforce
this order that police clubs were
brought into play.
A man who was present that afternoon has supplied the following eyewitness account of the happenings at
Trondheim Cathedral:
"It was no unruly mob, but thousands of Christians. Among them was
nearly the entire clergy of Trondheim. They were standing outside the
Cathedral, prevented by police from
entering the House of God to listen
to the service and to receive holy communion. In many respects, however,
we lived through one of the strangest
half-hours of our life, and we shall
never forget it.
"That half-hour will be a most precious memory from the most serious
times in which we are now living. We

were freezing, but we could not leave
the place. We had to find some expression for what we felt. We did not
make noise like an ordinary crowd of
demonstrators.
"From the most easterly part of the
place I suddenly heard a voice, I do
not know whose, starting Luther's old
hymn. All of us took off our hats and
joined in the singing of 'A Mighty
Fottress Is Our God.'
"While we were standing there with
uniformed and armed policemen in
front of us, the old song carried by
thousands of voices sounded prouder
and mightier than any I have ever
heard. Then came Blix's 'National
Hymn' and after that Bjornson's 'Yes,
We Love With Fond Devotion This
Our Native Land'-Norway's national
anthem. Nobody said a word. I was
standing almost in front of the crowd
beside some girls 15 to 20 years old.
When I looked at them I saw that
they were weeping, and all of us had
difficulty in keeping back our tears.
"When Bishop St~ren came out of
the church and asked the crowd to
leave without any disturbance they
finally did so. Meanwhile Dean Fjellbu addressed those who had entered
the church before the police marched
onto the scene. He based his sermon
on the regular text for the day, Matthew 19:27-30: 'Peter said to Jesus:
We have left everything and followed
you.'"

According to the latest reports
four bishops have been imprisoned and 1,100 Norwegian ministers on Easter Day resigned their
office and will endeavor to function as "free clergymen" hereafter.
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War and Education
are taking this war
seriously. The hue and cry
that we are stoical and complacent
in this war is founded on ignorance or on misrepresentation of
facts. One need but cast a glance
into the first issue of Education
for Victory, published by the Office of Education in Washington,
D. C., to appreciate the tremendous efforts that are being put
forth in the field of education
alone to promote an all-out war.
President Roosevelt's request
that colleges speed up their programs is meeting, so Education
for Victory informs us, a wide response. Yale University undergraduate schools will soon offer a
revised schedule with an additional .term during the summer
months of each year, whereby a
student may qualify for his degree in two years and eight
months instead of the regular program of four academic years. The
University of Michigan announces
a program of three terms in yearround study which will enable
students to complete the ordinary
four-year course in two years and
eight months. Harvard University
has adopted a three-term program
instead of the regular two-term
plan. This will enable a student
who enters Harvard University at
the age of seventeen and one-half
and attends through three summer terms and two regular years
AMERICANS
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to secure his college degree by the
time he reaches the age of twenty,
the present lower limit of call for
military service. Indiana U niversity announces a program permitting students to graduate in two
and two-thirds years. The program includes three regular semesters a year and provides for six
class days. Bowdoin College announces a program permitting
students to graduate in three years
or less. The University of Chicago
will award the bachelor's degree
after two, instead of four, years'
work if students can fulfil requirements of the comprehensive examination. We call attention also to
the excellent program offered by
Valparaiso University, according
to which a student will be able to
graduate in two years and eight
months. Other schools are making
similar adjustments.
The question naturally arises:
How can these schools do in so
much shorter time what it took
them four years to accomplish?
Obviously, they will have to alter
the purposes and reduce the content of many courses. Obviously,
too, students and instructors will
be taxed to capacity unless plans
have also been adopted to provide
occasional relief, especially for
those instructors who can no longer be speeded up to an emergency
high but who, because of their
wide experience, are the most important asset in a good school.

4
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Unfortunately, American colleges must look forward to decreased enrollments (see Newsweek, March 16) . Because of the
draft and the allurements of war
industry many students are quitting their campuses. The U niversity of California now has 18,500
students-IS per cent fewer than
normal. The University of Texas
has lost 16 per cent; Temple, 12;
Minnesota, 12; Chicago, 15; and
Southern California, 10. Harvard's law school, normally enrolling 1,400, now has 600 and expects only 200 in June; and law
enrollments at Minnesota, Pittsburgh, and Duke dropped 27 per
cent, 40 per cent, and 67 per cent
respectively.
All this makes it bad for college
faculties. So far, we are told, the
war has not affected them adversely, for like students, scores of
teachers have been deserting the
campus for war work. Since few
are being replaced, the schools are
thus making up part of their deficits. But we are deeply concerned
about those instructors who may
have no classes to teach in the
near future. Perhaps every president of a college ought to follow
the example of President F. B.
Snyder of Northwestern University who recently wrote the following to 10 per cent of his teachers:
A situation may develop between
now and next autumn which will

make it impossible for the university
to utilize as large a faculty as it has
at present. . . . . Consequently, in order to protect you from possible lastminute disappointments, I say to you
quite frankly, and with sincere regret,
that the university cannot here and
now assure you of employment after
August 31, 1942.. . .. Should you
think it wise between now and the
close of the year to take steps looking
toward employment elsewhere, the
administrative officers will do all in
their power to assist you.

We repeat. Our sympathies go
out to those instructors who have
given the best years of their life
to teaching or research, who are
no longer able to take up other
types of activity, and who teach
at schools which are not in a position to pension them before they
have reached the age limit. Here
is a problem. We trust administrators and educators will discuss
it and arrive at satisfactory solutions.

Another Peace Idea
we hem and haw over
which peace plans to accept
or reject, Mr. Louis Adamic,
noted writer on aliens in America, offers a fascinating proposal.
The idea is simple, so simple that
there must be something wrong
with it. Accepting the basic prem-

W
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ise that democracy is the best of
all methods to run a nation, Mr.
Adamic proposes that provisional
democratic governments be set up
in this country while the present
war is on. These provisional governments would make a thorough
study of all post-war problems as
they affect their nations. When
the armistice would at last be declared, these governments would
hurry over to Europe or Asia and
begin functioning, at first with
the aid of a little police power.
As soon as the various nations
got the idea, the provisional governments would decamp, leaving
the natives in charge. Thus Mr.
Wendell Willkie would head the
German provisional government
in this country, assisted by such
advisers as Bruning, Mann, Einstein, and a host of other exiles.
With Hitler exiled to Madagascar
or Pitcairn Island, Willkie would
set up a democratic government
in the Reich.
Those who are interested in this
scheme should turn to Mr. Adamic's Two-Way Passage} where these
ideas are thoroughly elaborated.
As fantastic and unreal as the idea
may sound at first, we still have
a hunch that there is something
decidedly workable in the proposed scheme. We also have a feeling that it is more down to earth
than Mr. Streit's ideas about
world union. ·

What Kind of Peace?
the Church provide di~ec
tives for the peace wh1ch
will be made after the war? Definitions OI'l the functions of the
church in civilization vary and
provide cause for sharp, oftentimes acrimonious, debate. Even
those who limit the function of
the Church entirely to the spiritual occasionally seem to have the
feeling that the Church ought to
say something, indirectly possibly,
regarding the peace. For instance,
if a bitter, revenge-laden peace
were perpetrated, the Church
ought to express dissent.
The reports adopted by the recent National Study Conference
at Delaware, Ohio, under the auspices of the Commission on a Just
and Durable Peace of the Federal
Council of Churches of Christ in
America deserve careful reading
and study. Disagreement will be
sharp; but, if one accepts the major premise adopted by the Delaware Conference ("The churches
in their purely temporal aspects,
and apart from their spiritual
functions, are powerful social institutions."), then some of the reports deserve consideration on the
part of the clergy and laity.
Considering the political bases
of a just and durable peace, the
Delaware Conference advocated:
(1) That the United States
pursue a responsible national pol-

M
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icy with concern for the welfare
of all peoples.
(2) That there should be no
punitive reparations, no humiliating decrees of war guilt, and no
arbitrary dismemberment of nations.
(3) That the influence of the
churches shall be employed to
keep the foregoing principles before the attention of diplomats
and statesmen.
On the economic bases of such
a peace there must have been
some disagreement before a report
could be adopted. The Conference readily admitted that there
were many tensions and distresses
in the world today caused, primarily, by the desire for monetary
gains. Defects in this profit system
have become more apparent in
the past years. However, it was
not believed that the choice of
nations was limited to the profitsystem or state-owned means of
production and distribution. All
the Conference fundamentally
asked was a more Christian-motivated economic system. Naturally,
this is vague. One might have a
form of absolute government ownership and still keep that system
motivated by the Christian law of
love. On the other hand, a pure
system of capitalism might also
be so motivated.
As for social bases of a just and
durable peace, the Conference
asked that we recognize the de-

cline of the idea of national sovereignty and the rise of the idea
of a world community. Here is
where we differ. Abiding by facts,
the idea of national sovereignty
seems to be having an amazing
rebirth. American rebirth as a
dominant nation is one of the
slogans of Henry Luce, publisher.
Hitler and Hirohito are beating
the same drum. It would, of
course, be wonderful to have a
world community, no race suppression or discrimination, no vicious tariff barriers.
What kind of peace will there
be? If the Delaware Conference
had the say, the world would indeed be a better place to live in.
Instead, idealists will be shoved
out of the conference room. We
could have just and durable peace
if some of the Delaware Conference reports were put into practice. Every American citizen ought
to study them. Whether the
Church should enlarge her sphere
so widely that her voice will be
heard at the peace conference
tables is a doubtful procedure.
That the Church should, in the
meantime, be concerned about the
peace to come is praiseworthy.
The prayer appointed to be read
in churches in time of peace restored reads:
Restrain the evil counsel of those
who devise mischief continually and
sow discord; bring to naught their
crafty counsel, and make their knowl-

___ I
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edge foolish. Scatter Thou the people
that delight in war.....
We have still not answered the
question: What kind of peace?
We wish we could. We shall continue to report on various peace
proposals in future issues. We believe that the discussion of war
and peace aims is vitally necess~ry
for the high morale of the natiOn
and also a guarantee that the
peace will be fair and durable.

Notes by the Way on Books
COME

one ought to throw several

0 laurel wreaths at the publishers of reprints. While a publisher
does little gambling on the title,
still the financial returns take a
long time coming in. There must
be dozens and dozens of series of
reprints. Robert M. Orton put out
a supplement to the Catalog of
Reprints in Series. The s~pple
ment is fat indeed, and the Information about reprints is astounding. At prices ranging from
twenty-five cents (Five Great
Tragedies: William Shakespeare)
to several dollars for Eli Faure's
History of Art_, the book buyer
has a wide range of choice. In
fact, reprints encourage discriminating reading and the buildingup of a general, all-around library
of the world's choicest writing.

I

Everyman's Library still functions despite the London Blitzkrieg of a season or so ago. Some
of the titles recently issued may
not have reached our shores. Submarines do not bypass book transports. One of our favo:ite r:print
series is the Loeb Classical Library
(starting at $2.50) . The type is
clear, the translations are good;
and, if one doesn't like the translation, the original is authoritative. Stick a Loeb volume in your
luggage when traveling, and life
through the eyes of the ancients
becomes fairly revealing.

• • •
Speaking of reprints, we like
especially two new book clubs
just started. The Readers' Club,
we are told, is going strong thanks
to some highbrow advertising and
the appeal .to the snob insti~ct.
The selections are good. Choosing
fairly recent books which have
had limited sales, the judges
(Carl Van Doren, Sinclair Lewis,
Alexander Woollcott, Clifton Fadiman) have been giving recognition to contemporary books that
have been forgotten in the hurlyburly of the market. For a dollar
a month a subscriber will get such
titles as The Fortunes of Richard
Mahony .. by Henry Handel Richardson (one of the most dramatic
sermons on I Timothy 6:6-10 we
have read) and the Memoirs of a
Midget_, by Walter de la Mare. A
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recent selection is The Ox-Bow
Incident, by Walter Van Tilburg
Clark, an exceptional western
novel.
The other club is the Classics
Club. If you feel you ought to
read Franklin's Autobiography
or, maybe, Robinson Crusoe, the
editions put out by the Classics
Club are certainly tempting. The
price is one dollar per issue.

• • •

Are you reading more books to
escape the hysterical radio and
the scare-headlines? Then you belong to the rna jority-for a change.
The average reader today is just
as well-informed as those radio
journalists whose incessant chatter breaks more tubes than heat
lightning.
If you are not reading informative books, then perhaps you are
reading escape literature. What is
escape literature? Sometimes the
Montgomery Ward catalogue is
dandy escape stuff; others prefer
Plato-and we know of one man
who has buried his nose in Eugene Sue for the duration. We
don't know what escape literature
is. Let's say it's anything that isn't
about Singapore or Java or the
Atlantic route.

• • •

Our
books
swing.
books,
logical

spies tell us that religious
are having quite an upDevotional books, prayer
sermon books, even theobooks, are being favored

by the current book-buyer and
book-reader. It's about time. Some
of the best writing is being done
in religion. Always was the case.
Who can match Bunyan, Donne,
Augustine, a Kempis?
But we do want to air a pet
peeve. We have always been puzzled why religious publication
houses put out such drab editions.
Do they really want to discourage the frivolous buyer? Or is our
taste perverted? Of the many recent titles that have come to our
attention there were just a few, a
pitiful few, that would have attracted the would-be buyer. Most
of the religious books came
decked out in plain cloth bindings with a black title stamped
on the cover or spine. Or else the
binding was some atrocious silk
kind. Lackaday! Why doesn't
some one dare put out a collection of sermons in an eye-catching, artistic binding plus a chaste
and invigorating type-style?
More anon.

Profits of a Prophet
new order has
A many ramifications.
By no
DOLF HITLER's

means the least among them is
the Fuhrer's own private income.
It all began in 1921, when the
little ex-corporal, in his own
name, took possession of the Zentral Verlag der NSDAP (Nation-

I
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al Socialist Party). Naturally,
the profits were not large at the
outset; but after the prophet of
Naziism had become absolute
master of Germany, it was easy
to make hay. The manner of
procedure was as simple as anything could be. The Fuhrer confiscated the business houses of
his competitors, particularly the
huge Jewish publishing concerns
of Mosse and Ulstein, and, almost
in the twinkling of an eye, his income became fabulously great. He
took over the world-renowned
Wolff News Agency, changed the
name to German News Agency,
and, before one could say Jack
Robinson, he had gained complete and crushing control of the
entire news field in the Third
Reich. With Hitler at its head,
the Zentral Verlag gobbled up all
the important advertising agencies, published all the party books
and pamphlets, issued numerous
works by such Nazi dignitaries as
Alfred Rosen berg and Joseph
Gobbels, and, lest we forget,
reaped enormous profits by ramming millions of copies of Mein
Kampf down the throats of the
Germans. At the present time
nearly all technical and professional publications in Germany
come from the presses of Hitler's
Zentral Verlag. The firm owns
two-thirds of all the newspapers
printed in the Third Reich and
draws advertising revenue from

9

eleven other dailies. Day in and
day out the Hitlerian publishing
business produces no less than
16,000,000 of the 25,000,000 papers that bring the Nazi brand of
news and comments on the news
to the German people. The annual income from the sale of
these sheets is said to be $96,000,000. Add to this the receipts from
everything else the Zentral Verlag
sells, and you have a turnover
amounting to $280,000,000. To be
sure, the firm gives employment
to more than 100,000 workers.
Nevertheless, it has an annual net
profit of from $28,000,000 to $40,000,000. Hitler does not bother to
publish balance sheets, neither
does he permit auditors to examine his books.
What does the Fuhrer do with
all his money? Does he salt it
away? Does he pay an income tax?
Does he donate planes, guns,
tanks, bullets, bombs, soap, and
food to his war-weary subjects?
Who knows? At all events, it has
been profitable for him to pose as
the prophet of a new order in the
world. There will be interesting
revelations concerning his bank
accounts and the contents of his
wallet after the war.

tl

Child Health Day
has been designated by
M the 1President
as Child Health
AY

Day in accordance with a resolu-
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tion of Congress of May 18, 1928,
"that the President of the United
States annually issue a proclamation setting apart May 1 as Child
Health Day."
In his proclamation of February 26, the President said:
I call upon the people in each of
our communities to contribute to th~
conservation of child health and the
reduction of illness among children
by exerting every effort to the end
that before May Day, Child Health
Day, children over nine months be
immunized against diphtheria and
smallpox, the two diseases for which
we have the surest means of prevention.

Americans will be glad to comply with the President's request
if they have not already done so
and to co-operate with public
health authorities to immunize
children above nine months of
age against diphtheria and smallpox. But Americans will also let
Child Health Day remind them
of other te~poral blessings which
have accrued to their physical
well-being as a result of the patient and painstaking labors of
scientists to promote public health
in general. Mothers, in particular,
can appreciate what modern medical science is able to offer parenthood, the proper care of infants,
and their . growth and development. The full import, however,
of what modern means of insuring child health have achieved
anyone can appreciate who will

compare the American way of
caring for the health of the child
with the ignorance and the neglect of child health in countries
like India and China, and who
will note how in war-torn European countries the care of the
child's health has stagnated and
mothers are envying the barren
and the wombs that never bare
and the paps which never gave
suck.
Americans will do well also to
regard Child Health Day as an
appropriate occasion to inquire
after the spiritual health of their
children. It is a sobering and
chilling fact that some sixteen
million American boys and gir Is
are receiving no religious training whatsoever, that millions of
our children are not availing
themselves of the opportunities
provided by week-day religious
instruction, and that juvenile delinquency in our country is still
on the increase. The future of our
country depends not only on the
physical, but above all on the
spiritual well-being of coming
generations. On the final day of
reckoning, when God shall require from the hands of American
parents the children which He
gave them, He will ask not only,
"Have you looked after the physical health of your children?" but
also, "What did you do in the
way of caring for their spiritual
welfare?"

1
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Americans will perform a noble
act when they observe the purpose of Child Health Day. They
will perform a nobler act if they
will, in larger numbers, consecrate themselves to the task of
"bringing up their children in
the fear and nurture of the Lord."

Dispose of Your Junk!

M wherefrom
one

a community
has lived for
seventeen years, reared a family
of six children, and en joyed the
love of many friends, to another
community hundreds of miles
away is by no means a magnificent obsession. It has its difficulties, not the 'least of these being
how to dispose of the accumulation of years stored away in the
attic and basement. Call it "junk"
if you please.
We well remember the several
trips we made to the premises of
a junk dealer, the rear and the
trunk of the car heavily freighted
down with newspapers, magazines,
books, rusty iron pipes, worn-out
mattresses, and old bicycle tires.
We recall vividly also how the
junk dealer-a man given to much
sober reflection-carefully lifted
the materials out of the car,
looked them over, weighed the
newspapers, magazines, and books,
reached down into his deep leather pouch, and handed us a twoOVING
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bit for this and a two-bit for that,
the net proceeds-which we deposited into the children's savings' barrels-exceeding twelve
dollars. We remember, finally,
how happy and light-hearted we
felt whenever we had concluded a
transaction and could back the
car out of the uninviting premises
with its veritable mountains of
old iron, old mattresses, and crated newspapers and magazines-a
~ight not magnificent to behold.
Only recently, however, we
gained a more wholesome respect
for the junk dealer and his wares;
for we read an extract of a letter
written by L. J. Rosenwald, chief
of the Bureau of Industrial Conservation. In this letter Mr. Rosenwald urges the American public to dispose of collections of
scrap metal, paper, rags, and rubber. We are passing on for your
consideration and action the following paragraphs:
The desire of the public to contribute scrap collections directly to the
Government is a fine thing, yet for a
number of sound reasons, backed by
experience, such a procedure would
not move waste back into production
as quickly as it is needed. Our major
concern is that the recovery of gravely
needed scrap metals, wastepaper, old
rags, and rubber and the shipment of
these materials to our war factories be
both speedy and efficient.
I believe that the average person
does not understand the economic
function performed by the dealers.

12
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The junk dealer does more than
simply buy and sell. He collects, sorts,
grades, processes, packs, and ships.
For example, there are over 75 grades
of scrap iron and steel. Maximum efficiency requires careful grading before shipment to steel mills. Rags, too,
are first graded and sorted according
to textile, content, color, etc. Some
are trimmed and cleaned and are
finally packed in bales and shipped to
appropriate mills. This kind of work
is done by dealers in thousands of

establishments in the United States.
Obviously, the Government could not
perform these operations nor are the
consuming mills equipped to do it.

Profits of dealers, as Mr. Rosenwald says elsewhere in his letter,
are limited by price ceilings and
excess-profits taxes; and he adds
that many waste dealers operating small plants had given up the
business because they could make
more money in war plants.

Lilies of Palestine
"Consider lilies''So the Master said who dearly loved these flowers.
Perhaps in meditation, on quiet mornings after rain,
The Lord would stand where Jordan flowed and see
\Vild lilies raise their drooping heads in thankfulness
To Heaven; or in the sun-bright fields by Galilee
He might have watched the seedlings grow, lengthening
From day to day their slender stems.
No hatred filled those petalled chalices,
No grief invaded their untoiling being,
No Martha-cares beset a fleeting life:
Theirs was the counterpart of peace.
Stooping, perhaps the Son of Man would pick a clusterThe little flowers fadeless amaranths in His holy handTo share His vigil in the bare, unpillowed places
Where He slept.
ROLAND RYDER-SMITH
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something like this before . . .
Was it in the mad visions of
Nietzsche, or in Gibbons' Decline
and Fall of the Roman Empire~
or in the macabre beauty of
Marius, the Epicurean? . . . Finally I decided that it was none
of these ... The echo came from
a minor work ... Poe's The Fall
of the House of Usher ... Perhaps you remember the closing
mood of doom and destruction:

True Dawn-But Far*
period in the history of the
N owestern
world can compare
in horror with the story of Europe between 1918 and 1939 ...
Gunther, van Paassen, Sheean,
Valtin, Shirer, and many others
have pinned the evil that was
Europe between the covers of
books ... Valtin and van Paassen
especially have given us eyewitness accounts of the death of a
great civilization . . . To read
them is to stand in a morgue . . .
Many sections of these books are
almost incredible . . . They are
far more than descriptions of political and economic events . . .
They portray a world in delirium, shadowy and fantastic . . .
Dying puppets in a last frantic
dance . . . Political blundering,
social blindness, moral rottenness
. . . I spent an evening in their
company a few weeks ago . . . I
laid the book down with a
strange feeling that I had seen

As if in the superhuman energy of
his utterance there had been found
the potency of a spell, the huge antique panels to which the speaker
pointed, threw slowly back, upon the
instant, their ponderous and ebony
jaws. It was the work of the rushing
gust-but then without those doors
there did stand the lofty and en·
shrouded figure of the Lady Madeline of Usher. There was blood upon
her white robes, and the evidence
of some bitter struggle upon every
portion of her emaciated frame. For
a moment she remained trembling
and reeling to and fro upon the

• A review of The Moon Is Down, by John Steinbeck. The Viking Press. New
York. 1942. 188 pp. $2.00 ..
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It was inevitable that this philosophy of life should result in
an unprecedented orgy of lust
and blood . . . Many scenes in
Valtin's Out of the Night have
not been enacted on the earth
since Torquemada:
The tall young man with the sandy
hair gave a signal. My head hanging
sideways over the edge of the table,
I saw the Elite Guard raise the whip
high over his head. I heard the whip
whistle through the air and I closed
my eyes.
The spurt of pain made me groan
and jerk upward.
"Shut up," growled the trooper.
"One," counted the man with the
sandy hair.
I opened my eyes and pressed my
head downward. Through the space,
between the table legs, I saw the
black-booted legs of the Elite Guard
spread out wide, feet firmly on the
grimy floor. The whip sang through
the air and struck, and with each
blow the world was blotted out. The
strokes did not come fast enough to
make the blackness last. My senses
crawled back into place just in time
to be aware that the next stroke was
ripping down from the height of the
ceiling. The measured ferocity of that
flogging filled me at first with a murderous and impotent rage, and then
with screaming despair. The screaming gave way to a moan. I heard myself moan in a dull, continuous whine
and I heard the crashing impacts of
the whip and I felt its stab and bite,
and the pain was so great that I
thought my brains were oozing out
through nose and eyes.
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War
so the ultimate tragedy of
war was inevitable . . . Today we read much concerning
the "differences" between this
war and World War I . . . Certainly one difference lies in the
fact that the present conflict is
producing an immediate and
contemporaneous literature which
deserves thoughtful attention ...
An important contribution to
this growing list of volumes concerning the present conflict and
its background is John Steinbeck's The Moon Is Down . . .
Let it be said immediately that
here is a different Steinbeck ...
Almost all the lust and violence
of his previous volumes has been
omitted ... The Moon Is Down
is a quiet, subdued story of the
men and women in conquered
countries . . . Unidentified conquerors come to an unidentified nation . . . The little people of the little village, accustomed to freedom and peace,
slowly but surely begin to rebel
against the conquerors . . . The
theme of the story is in a sentence which has already become
famous: "The flies have conquered the flypaper" . . . Unfortunately the novel has obviously
been written for the stage . . .
The conversation is intended for
the theatre and the descriptive
passages are little more than stage
directions . . . Curiously enough,

A
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too, the conquerors are more alive
than the conquered ... The soldiers who take the little town
are human beings-neurotics who
are the products of a philosophy
of life and history which is as fatal to them as to others. But they
are human . . . The pitiful Colonel Lanser, the poetic Lieutenant
Tonder, the superficial Lieutenant Prackle speak and act as human beings . . . Colonel Lanser
is a figure for tragedy:
Lanser had been in Belgium and
France twenty years before and he
tried not to think what he knewthat war is treachery and hatred, the
muddling of incompetent generals,
the torture and killing and sickness
and tiredness, until at last it is over
and nothing has changed except for
new weariness and new hatreds. Lan·
ser told himself he was a soldier,
given orders to carry out. He was not
expected to question or to think but
only to carry out orders; and he tried
to put aside the sick memories of the
other war and the certainty that this
would be the same. This one will be
d~fferent, he said to himself fifty
times a day; this one will be very
different.

The climactic crack-up scene
invites comparison with similar
scenes in the two greatest dramas
of the last war, What Price Glory
and Journey's End . . . It approaches neither of these in power and terror ... Tonder breaks
down, but the scene has neither
the crackling terror of its parallel

in What Price Glory nor the
quiet pity of ] ourney' s End . . .
Understatement and underwriting is strong only within definite
limits:
Tonder lighted the first lantern
and then he lighted the other, and
Hunter spoke sternly to Tonder.
"Lieutenant, do your talking to us if
you have to talk. Don't let the enemy
hear you talk this way. There's nothing these people would like better
than to know your nerves are getting
thin. Don't let the enemy hear you."
Tonder sat down again. The light
was sharp on his face and the hissing
filled the room. He said, "Th(lt's it!
The enemy's everywhere! Every man,
every woman, even children! The
enemy's everywhere! Their faces look
out of doorways. The white faces behind the curtains, listening. We have
beaten them, we have won everywhere, and they wait. Half the world
is ours. Is it the same in other places,
Major?"
And Hunter said, "I don't know."
"That's it," Tonder said. "We
don't know. The reports-everything
in hand. Conquered countries cheer
our soldiers, cheer the new order."
His voice changed and grew soft and
still softer. "What do the reports say
about us? Do they say we are cheered,
loved, flowers in our paths? Oh, these
horrible people waiting in the snow!"
And Hunter said, "Now that's off
your chest, do you feel better?"
Prackle had been beating the table
softly with his good fist, and he said,
"He shouldn't talk that way. He
should keep things to himself. He's a
soldier, isn't he? Then let him be a
soldier."
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Tme or False
have given much
space to discussions of Mr.
Steinbeck's fundamental thesis in
The Moon Is Down. Essentially
it seems to be that evil carries
within itself the seeds of its own
inevitable defeat and that it is
powerless over against the quiet,
relentless operation of good . . .
Good must win because it is good;
evil must lose because it is evil
. . .Power is all on the side of
good ... Mr. Steinbeck's theme
is the exact opposite of the cynical "God is on the side of the
strongest battalions" ...
Most reviewers have denied the
validity of this thesis . . . They
point out that it is too simple
and too optimistic ... It is dangerous to our thinking and action
in the present conflict . . . The
real trouble, however, lies deeper
than that ... Nowhere does Mr.
Steinbeck define good or evil ...
Within the limits of a volume of
190 small pages that may be impossible, but his failure to define
impairs the effectiveness of his
theme . . . History demonstrates
that without reference to eternal
standards g0od is often not victorious ... The ways of God are
far more complex than that . . .
At times the immediate good
must give way to the real and far
good ... The entire problem is
not as simple as Mr. Steinbeck
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makes it . . You cannot be victorious by going to your death
quietly quoting Socrates ...
On the other hand it is true
that when absolute truth and
God and His will are involved in
a historical situation, good must
be victorious . . . This dawn is
true but far away . . . As these
lines are written the Lutheran
pastors of Norway have resigned
in protest against the oppression
of their conquerors ... They are
on the side of good and they will
win . . . Men and women who
live with God may lose battles,
but they win wars . . . A given
generation of the children of
God may seem to lose, but the
generations of God always win ...
The great continuing fact in
history is God . . . Our task is
not to get God on our side, but
to get on God's side . . . When
will the night over Europe end?
... Is the dawn near or far? Mr.
Steinbeck's schedule is too human and his time-table is too
simple . . . He forgets the blackness of the night and the weight
of the faithless years . . . Tears,
heroism, courage alone will not
bring a new dawn ... They must
become the tears of repentance,
the heroism of God-given faith,
the courage of heavenly hope before the true but far dawn of victory can come . . .
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pity and fear of tragedy. Accordingly, if the playwright tries the
level of the imagination, of that
which is not necessarily exact and
specific but rather ideal and connotative, he will favor romanticism. Again, if he uses the level
of reason, of that which is actual
and matter-of-fact, he will favor
realism. Finally, if he attempts
the intermediate level of distortion, of that which is only psychological and suppressed, he will
favor expressionism.
In America the modern drama
has notable examples of expressionism in, e. g., Elmer Rice's
The Adding Machine and in
Kaufman and Connelly's Beggar
on Horseback. It has powerful
and numerous specimens of realism in, e.g., Eugene O'Neill's
Anna Christie and in Clifford
Odets' Awake and Sing. Yet when
we look for outstanding examples
of romanticism in our American
drama today, we have to stop with
such plays as Maxwell Anderson~s
poetic Elizabeth the Queen (even
it has a realistic conclusion) or
Thornton Wilder's unadorned,
and therein seemingly realistic,
Our Town. Whereas American
drama has as yet no parallel to
the French romantic, Cyrano de
Bergerac, it does have worthy
equivalents of the German ~x
pressionistic From Morn to M tdnight and the Irish realistic ]uno
and the Paycock.
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CREDIT TO WHOM
CREDIT IS DUE
ERHAPS the solution to the
problem lies in a re-evaluation
of our critical approach, whereby
we give credit to whom credit is
due. In a humanized dramatic
monologue, Fra Lippo Lippi, Robert Browning aptly expresses this
eternal problem in terms of the
skillful Florentine monk-painter
who could, and did, paint realistically but whose Prior cautioned
him with "Give us no more of
body than shows soul!" and "Rub
all out!" Thus the voice of strict
censorship, of pseudo-gentility,
has ever spoken. In reply to such
restrictions, · Fra Lippo Lippi
(speaking to one of the Flor~n
tine guards who have caught h1m
in a nocturnal frolic) says to us:

P

However, you're my man, you've seen
the worldThe beauty and the wonder and the
power,
The shapes of things, their colors,
lights, and shades,
Changes, surprises-and God made it
all!
-For what? Do you feel thankful, aye
or no,
For this fair town's face, yonder
river's line,
The mountain round it and the sky
above,
Much more the figures of man, woman, child,
These are the frame to? What's it all
about?
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tensttc details consequently imposes itself, and gives a setback
to, the fallacious theory of nothing-but-the-truth. Life leaves everything on the same plane, precipitates events, or draws them
out indefinitely. Realistic art, on
the contrary, uses precautions and
preparations; arranges clever, yet
hidden, transitions; places essential events under the full light;
and gives to all others only that
degree of projection-designated
in sculpture as relief-which is
suitable to emphasize the profound sensation of the special
truth to be shown. Here I am reminded of a contemporary argument on a parallel question: Is
photography an art? Consensus of
opinion, centering in The Museum of Modern Art, decrees the
answer to be yes if art is defined
as a means of expression, but no
if art is considered a creative, and
not only a selective, medium.
Similarly we must guard our term
"realism" against a loose inclusion of anything and everything·.
We must make clear our definition of realism as an artistic interpretation of society's economic,
social, and moral problems-as an
art form whose essential approach
has always been successively considered first daring, then stimulating, next interesting, and finally necessary. Above all else, we
must keep our mind open and our
judgment balanced, or we may
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confuse the good functions of realism with its extreme, and therein
improper or unworthy, manifestations.
EVERYDAY EXPERIENCE

then, is modern realism
as we see it in American
drama? Primarily it draws upon
what is frequently ignored, namely, everyday experience on the
plane of actuality. Unlike the
method of romanticism, life is
here viewed objectively, disinterestedly; if it is occasionally colored
by the bias or intolerance of the
author, it usually becomes warped
into mere propaganda play and,
as such, is ineligible to be called
drama. Realism is robust enough
to front the routine world and
catch the charm, not of its unusual sublimity and glamor, but
of its workworn, careworn, brave,
and kindly face. Not necessarily
either systematic or methodical,
the structural technique of realism relies very largely on the use
of infinite detail, honestly and
faithfully interpreting life without interposing personal feelings
and farfetched emotions. Seeking
to dispense with the technical and
popular dramatic expedients of
the effete "well-made play" (i.e.,
asides, soliloquies, chorus as commentator, confidants, and raisonneurs) , realism tends to return to
the economies of classical construction, especially by respecting

W
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because it inevitab.ly depicts the
world as chaotic and man as purposeless. Experimentation is one
thing, and art another. "Careless
what comes of it," as Fra Lippi
said, is an attitude utterly wrong!
In conclusion, let us look at
what modern American drama is
contributing to our life through
its realistic plays. Today we are
forced to re-appraise all values
because America has truly come
of age after the tragic experiences
of the first World War, of the
Depression years, and of contemporary world unrest. Practicalminded, we seek plays with more
meat and less garnish; if we favor
romanticism at all, we ask that it
be on a specific basis. "The Vanishing American Playwright,"
mentioned of late by Robert E.
Sherwood in The Saturday Review of Literature and based on

his address before the National
Institute of Arts and Letters,
would seem to be only the vanishing romantic playwright, because
people still read printed volumes
of new plays and attend the theater to see new plays performed;
but here, too, readers and spectators more and more are seeking
things that they can understand
directly: stories, characters, and
problems that are alive and real
and genuine.
As long as realism remains an
art form and does not forget to
offer meaning in addition to entertainment, drama will help man
to triumph over life's perplexities.
Let us hope, however, that modern realism in American drama
will never become reconcilable to
mere formulae. Any art for which
a definite formula may be written
is a dead art.

My House
My house is cold and dark and drear
With shadows dull and sere
Because you are not here.
A thousand candles has my house,
Each shining like a starYou're coming home from far!
LYDIA HoBART

THE
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pose only: the welfare of those
who use artificial limbs .
There is in this issue of Courage a story entitled "The Franklin Leg." It is taken from Mr.
Hall's book, Doctor Dogbody's
Leg (recently reviewed in THE
CREsSET). It offers an article on
"Proper Amputations for Best
Results in Fitting Artificial
Limbs," by an expert manufacturer in this field. The right place
for making amputations of the
leg and of the arm are described
in detail, and in each case the
reason why here, and not elsewhere, is mentioned. Very interesting, but slightly gruesome in
detail. This, however, is the only
hard, factual article in the magazine. The rest of it is filled with
sunshine and geniality, though
never descending to levity. There

GREETINGS, F. W. L.!
The intitials stand for Fraternity of the Wooden Leg.
This
is a society, incorpor•
ated under the laws of the State
of Oklahoma, with headquarters
at the Hotel York, in St. Louis.
It is
a non-profit and benevolent organization, dedicated to the purpose of
restoration of morale and the rebuilding of ambition in the field of
amputative cases.

It publishes an excellent magazine entitled Courage} of which

I have recently received a copy
and which I found a most fascinating journal.
Courage is a model of concentration on one purpose. In articles, editorials, news items, and
advertisements, it serves one pur24
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is a spirit of cheerful camaraderie
when those who have had to resort to the use of artificial limbs
exchange experiences and give
hints regarding the use of substitutions for lost members and stories of successful occupational
experiences of those handicapped.
One of the members reports having perfected a vacuum brush for
the aid of those who have lost an
arm.
He will give this brush to any
member who wishes one. Write direct to secretary, who will relay request. There is no charge for the
brush-enclose only postage.

That's the spirit of the entire
magazine and seems to be the
spirit of the organization.
Related to the users of artificial limbs are the manufacturers,
who are also united in an organization called The Association of
Limb Manufacturers of America.
Of them we read that they are
an honest, straightforward organization for more than a score of years,
and its members have rehabilitated
with their products and their skill
several hundred thousand people in
this country who had lost limbs.

Recently they had a convention
at which experts reported on the
advance in 'artificial limbs and
the progress that is being made
ir. "rehabilitating amputees" (the
word is not found in any dictionary, but is a handy one).
At this convention a committee
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reported a recommendation to
the Limb Manufacturers that the
name of their association be
changed to the American Society
of Prosthesis. The editor of Courage, who reports on this meeting,
confesses that he did not know
what "prosthesis" meant until he
looked it up in the dictionary.
He says:
I hazard the prediction that 90
per cent of their customers do not
know what the word prosthesis
means and will take no great joy
in learning that Webster defines it
as follows: "Prosthesis is the substitution in the human body of some
artificial part." Old editions add:
"Like false teeth, cork legs, wigs,
etc." So, it would seem that in parting themselves from the carpenters,
the limb makers would be climbing
in with the dentists and wigmakers,
of painful association in the public
mind.

This is about as close as anything to controversy that we find
in the magazine of the F. W. L.
Among the advertisements we
discover, naturally, those of the
makers of artificial limbs, from
which we learn that a new allrubber ankle joint and foot which
can be installed in any artificial
leg costs $30 and that a hand
with a wrist connection control
cord costs $75. This hand has an
"automatic locking feature which
assures a firm and natural grip
on articles of various sizes and
shapes." Some kind of prize
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tion was the peddling of shoestrings
and pencils, work for which he was
qualified· by his physical condition
and an egregious sunniness of disposition. As usual, the contents of
the car, solid and gaseous alike,
were mephitic, and it became desirable to open our window. As is also
usual, the window was stuck, and
our united efforts sufficed but to
raise it some two inches. To me the
case appeared desperate, but my companion had not sold s. and p. to
people who had no need of s. and p.
without developing resourcefulness.
Bending over, he unstrapped his
wooden leg in a twinkling, and, inserting one end of this under the
window, readily pried it open. He
turned to me a face fairly glowing
with pride and enthusiasm. "I tell
you," he said, "that's the most useful thing a man can have. I'd like
to see you try that with one of
yours!"

THE POETS ARE
RE-ARMING
Like Wall Street and Main
Street, Tin-Pan Alley stands
for an institution: in this
•
case the area in lower Manhattan
occupied by the offices of publishers of popular songs. It has
this in common with Wall Street
that its activities partake to a
large extent of the nature of a
gamble. Ninety-nine out of a
hundred songs accepted by publishers are a "flop." Of the 1 per
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cent, a few pay from $50 to $100
in royalties, which means that
they may last two months on the
news stands. But whenever a
manuscript arrives at the desk of
these printers of songs, there is
much the same feeling as that in
the heart of the dam-fisher on
the upper Mississippi, who knows
that out of 10,000 clams he may
find one containing a fair-sized
pearl; and one in a million may
contain that pearl which makes
him independent for the rest of
his days. There have been individual songs that have made author, composer, and printer rich.
This is a pretty low level from
which to approach the subject of
the war songs that are again
flooding the offices in Tin-Pan
Alley, and it may well be granted
that much of the verse and composition submitted comes as an
expression of genuine patriotic
fervor. And there is such a thing
as professional ambition. Poets
and composers trying to produce
songs that will achieve immortal
fame. Songs that will be as lasting as the "Battle Hymn of the
Republic," "Tenting Tonight,"
and the "Star Spangled Banner."
From an item in the Detroit
News we gather some of the titles of the songs now bidding for
popular favor. Some of these
titles are: "You's a Sap, Mister
Jap," "The Sun Will Soon Be
Setting (for the Land of the
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Rising Sun)," "We'll Always
Remember Pearl Harbor," and
"They Started Somethin' but
"\1\'e're Gonna End It." This does
not look very promising! Or does
it? Irving Berlin's "God Bless
America" has taken hold through
its simple sentiment, easy rhymes,
and singable melody. In fact, we
have seen gatherings rise, when
it was intoned, as if it were a national anthem. I can only say,
"God preserve us!" While our
national anthems are nothing to
boast of, they stand both in taste
and melody far above "God Bless
America." One should think that
through the radio and the phonograph America should have
gotten out of the primer class in
musical appreciation. The kind
of songs that will be the winners
in the present contest for popularity will permit us to estimate
just how far we have gotten in
our musical education.
That we have at present no
great national anthem is evident
from the fact that we have four
which are competing for that position: "America," "Hail, Columbia," "The Star Spangled Banner," and "Columbia, the Gem of
the Ocean." The first has been
given the cold shoulder by the
Roman Catholic influence which
objects to the "land of the Pilgrims' pride." "Hail Columbia"
is entirely outmoded both in text
and sentiment. "The Star Span-

gled Banner" has something of
an edge on the rest because of
the possibilities of its tune for
crescendos and sustained notes. I
think no one ever sings more
than one stanza, and very few
know the first by heart. "Columbia," like the "Star Spangled Banner," contains phrasing
strange to the modern idiom.
These two national anthems owe
their entire popularity to their
tunes, not to their texts. Why has
no poet given us to date an anthem which would approach in
simplicity and majesty of style
and depth of sentiment Walt
Whitman's "My Captain!"? We
have said this before: both in
text and melody we have nothing that will equal the national
anthem of Norway, Bj~rnson's
"]a vi elsker dette Landet," or
that of Sweden, Gunnarberg's
"Hor os Svea!"

WE NEED SOMETHING
"DEEP"
The New York HeraldTribune has interviewed a
number
of leaders in the
•
field of popular music on this
matter of a new national anthem.
John Tasker Howard, curator of
the American Music Collection
at the New York Public Library
and author of Our American M usic, told the reporter that "sol-

'
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I, in my perverseness, should feel
compelled to cling stubbornly to
the belief that whenever Hale
took up his pen to dispense judgment on the works of Brahms, the
demon of color deafness proceeded to have spasms in his ears.
In this case the shoe fits Hale's
foot-not the foot of Brahms. Naturally, I mean the shoe of color
deafness.
What else did Hale say about
the Academic Festival Overture?
Well, the fact that Brahms wrote
the work as a token of appreciation to the University of Breslau
for honoring him with the degree
of doctor of philosophy prompted
the learned Bostonian to write:

I almost forgot to mention that
Hale could not forego quoting the
following words which came from
the lips of one Professor Schweizerhoffsteinlein, Brahms-hater and
Wagner-champion:

I like to think of Brahms as a doctor of philosophy. The degree goes so
well with the man. It also explains
some-not all-of his music. Let the
overture be considered and weighed
as the night work of a doctor of philosophy.

Lotte Lehmann and Lauritz Melchior
h In the great house of music
•. there are· many mansions, and
one of the most beautiful of these
edifices is that dwelling in which
the art song, as brought to perfection by Schubert, Schumann,
Brahms, Hugo Wolf, Richard
Strauss, Grieg, Robert Franz, and
a few others, has its habitation.
It is not given to a large number
of singers either to explore this
stately building or competently to
initiate listeners into an understanding of the treasures it contains. Artists of the ability of
Lotte Lehmann and Lauritz Melchior do not come into the world
in droves.
The lied-a word transliterated

Taste, you see, was still mooing.
I don't profess to know how
you react to the Academic Festival Overture; but I for my part
have never considered the composition doctor-of-philosophyish. I
suspect that when Hale uncorked
his witticisms about the work, he
was either letting a strong temptation to set the table in a roar
get the better of sound judgment,
or he was listening much too intently to the persistent mooing of
Taste.

To me, however many movements
there are in an orchestral work of
Johannes Brahms, to me-hear me
once-there are only two: he makes
the first, and I make the second.

Hale hastened to add,
But the eminent professor was no
doubt unjust toward Brahms in his
clumsy, ponderous way.

Would it be missing the mark
to say that Hale himself was unjust in an elegantly facetious way?

Durer's own coat of arms originated rather late in
life. This first copy is monogrammed and dated 1523.
There is a preliminary sketch for this block preserved
in the British Museum.
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acting study with the ability to
fuse her glorious voice and the
music she sings into readings
which go to the very core of the
composers' intentions?
Commentators without number
have fallen into the habit of
speaking of Mr. Melchior as an
heroic tenor. They are right. The
famous Dane's voice has an heroic
ring; but this does not mean that
it is unsuited to an effective expression of lyricism. One must
bear in mind that, in addition to
the revelation of spine-tingling
artistry, the singing of Mme. Lehmann and Mr. Melchior impresses
upon discerning listeners the pertinency of the age-old truism that
lyricism and drama frequently go
hand in hand-are inextricably
intertwined, so to speak-in music
and in poetry. Those artists, therefore, who, like Mme. Lehmann
and Mr. Melchior, have the understanding to imbue their readings with lyricism, when called
for, with drama, when required,
or with a judicious fusion of these
two qualities, when the nature of
the music presupposes a fusion,
are blessed with that rare type of
ability which one need not hesitate to refer to as ideal.

41

One could write extensively
and in detail about the singing of
Mme. Lehmann and Mr. Mel- ·
chior-about the range and the
beauty of their voices; the limpid
purity of their tones; their clearcut diction; their sense of balance
and symmetry; their accurate intonation; the unstudied simplicity of their delivery; their feeling
for rhythm and proper accentuation; the breadth and the depth
of their musicianship; and the
utter lack of sham, pretense, or
hollow theatricalism in their art.
Yes, it might be possible to pick a
flaw here and there, and, now and
then, one might sound a faint
note of disagreement; but let it
be said that artistry so subjugating in its beauty, so wide in its
extent, and so refreshing in its
honesty effectively smothers the
minor flaws which are bound to
crop out at one time or another
in the work of all musicians. Even
the greatest artists are human beings. The greater they are, however, the less inclined they are to
look upon themselves as demigods. Only the "small fry" -and,
incidentally, their supporters-resent the honest expression of conflicting opinions.
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with the tang of the salt sea. Now
and then readers may gain the impression that the author is altogether
too sure of himself and entirely too
confident of his ability to throw other
biographers of Columbus into the
shade; but the profuse wealth of detailed information contained in the
book, coupled with a manner of presentation at once direct and highseasoned, atone completely for whatever indications of undue self-assurance may be laid to his charge. His
positiveness has little in common with
the Sir Oracle type of exposition.
Here are examples of the salt-some
might prefer to call it the pepper-in
Mr. Morison's style:
There is no more reason to doubt
that Christopher Columbus was a
Genoese-born Catholic Christian, steadfast in his faith and proud of his native
city, than to doubt that George Washington was a Virginian-born Anglican of
English race, proud of being American . . . . .
By presenting farfetched hypotheses
and sly innuendoes as facts, by attacking documents of proved authenticity
as false, by fabricating others .... and
drawing unwarranted deductions from
things that Columbus said or did, he
has been presented as Castilian, Catalan,
Corsican, Majorcan, Portuguese, French,
German, English, Greek, and Armenian.
It only remains for some American patrioteer to come forward and claim that
C..olumbus was really an Indian, native
to these shores, who was "blown across"
(a favorite means of transportation in
these fairy tales) and so knew his way
home.
Scholars who are not so sure-footed
in their beliefs and conclusions as to
the ancestry of Columbus, the place

and the date of his birth, and the
countries he tried to reach in the
course of his voyages will, in all probability, bristle up when they read
what :Mr. Morison has to say; but, in
spite of all their head-shaking, they
will undoubtedly admit that the energetic author presents his case in an
uncommonly graphic way. They will
not relish the forthright pooh-poohing of some of their own convictions;
but they will concede, I am sure, that
Mr. Morison, by dint of painstaking
investigation, has more right than
many another biographer to set forth
his views in a manner which, here and
there, smacks somewhat of cock-sureness. In all likelihood, they would feel
better if the learned writer and navigator gave evidence of a stronger
inclination to dissect and debate whatever merits or demerits may be intrinsic in their own findings. N evertheless, as indicated before in this brief
review, Mr. Morison's readily understandable tendency to look askance at
statements of some of those who do
not see, and have not seen, eye to eye
with him does not, in the final analysis, detract to any marked degree from
the extraordinary worth of his book.
HE biography deals, in the main,
with Columbus' four voyages.
Since it is the work of a man who,
without neglecting available sources,
determined to traverse the very routes
which the discoverer sailed and, what
is equally important, made up his
mind to cross the ocean in vessels
closely resembling those used by Columbus himself, it is filled with invaluable information and conclusions. In
fact, it is a thrilling story. Horror
rubs elbows with humor in the en-
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In accordance with this firmly
rooted belief,
he sought to recall to his countrymen
and to the leaders elsewhere that the
only hope of civilization lay in curbing
the growth of international lawlessness
and disorder and in promoting permanent economic peace.
Major Hinton declares:
Like Sumner Welles, most of us will
not attempt as yet to pass any judgment
on Hull beyond the unanimous tribute
that he possesses "almost unique intellectual integrity." Casting an eye about
the world horizon as this is written, it
is difficult to discern other men about
whom this might be said. The rest could
be counted on the fingers of a single
hand.

The Road Back
RETURN TO THE FUTURE. By

Sigrid U ndset. Translated from the
Norwegian by Henriette C. K. Naeseth. Alfred A. Knopf, New York.
1942. 251 pages. $2.50.
.

eturn to the Future is a disturbR
ing book. It is a curious mixture
of truth and fallacy, of tolerance and

intolerance, of deep wisdom and superficial observation. The work is
especially disturbing because its author is a Nobel Prize winner and an
important figure in the literary world.
Since Sigrid U ndset has a large and
devoted following, Return to the
Future will be widely read and, unfortunately, accepted by many without question or reservation. My own
admiration of Mme. Undset has been
genuine and wholehearted; but her
new book leaves me a bit puzzled and
more than a little disappointed.
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Naziism and the Hitler regime are,
unquestionably, black and tragic
pages in the history of the German
people; and the Austrian ex-painter
and ex-paperhanger has truly "created a white-hot hatred of Germany
and all things German." Thoughtful
citizens of every land shudderingly
echo Mme. Undset's passionate query:
How, in God's name, will it be possible to neutralize that hate which consumes all the victims of Germany's lying
and faithlessness, German sadism, German rapaciousness and greed, German
grossness in the relations between the
conquered and the unconquered-so that
it does not completely paralyze all constructive forces in the peoples?

Return to the Future does not exaggerate Nazi aggression, Nazi brutality, and Nazi intolerance. But is it
logical, or fair, to draw the following
conclusion from the age-old legend
of the Pied Piper of Hamlin?
But to confer rat intelligence upon
their children, to invent a story in which
human children, small girls and boys,
react no differently from any other
swarm of vermin-that the Germans have
been alone in doing. The story about the
Pied Piper of Hamlin is so intimately
German that it must seem completely
incomprehensible to all other peoples.
It is the most subtle· and revealing selfportrait that any nation in the world
has ever produced.
History does not confirm Mme.
Undset's arbitrary declarations that
even in the thought movements which
are essentially the products of the German minds, and which are Germany's
most important contributions to the
European culture milieu-the Reformation and romanticism-both schizophre-
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veteran Washington correspondent
and obviously knows his way around
the capital's smoke-filled rooms and
gossip hatcheries. But he got a bad
break on his publishing date and
the volume appeared too close to
December 7 to make his "alarming
chaos and feud" story of any lasting
value. We have a notion, and we
sincerely hope we're not in error,
that many of the jealousies, discords,
and bickerings Mr. Bargeron sets
forth disappeared in the wave of
national and factional unity that
followed Pearl Harbor.
Written in the semi-backfence
style of Pearson and Allen, rather
than in the chaste tone of Walter
Lippman, this book makes a rather
sad picture of the relations between
New Dealers and Dollar-a-Year men
and should give much comfort to
letters-to-the-editor writers and chronic fault finders.
Granted that there is still much
to be done before the World War I
Baruch tempo of efficiency is reached,
we find it just a little hard to swallow that the Washington situation
is or was quite as "confusioned" as
Mr. Bargeron would paint it.

SENSATION FAIR
By Egon Erwin Kisch. Translated
by Guy Endore. Modern Age Books,
New York. 1941. 376 pages. $2.75.
a refugee from
Nazi-occupied Prague, is now
living in Mexico City. He has had
wide experience as a journalist, and
his books have enjoyed extensive
popularity in many parts of the
world. Early in his career he became

E

GON ERWIN KISCH,

deeply interested in criminology.
Sensation Fair, which is a brilliantly
written record of the first thirty
years of Kisch's life, deals in a fasci nating way with crimes and criminals; but the author's activities as a
newspaperman brought him into
contact with so many phases of social, political, and military life in
the Austria-Hungary of Francis Joseph that the biography teems with
revelations, personal anecdotes, and
absorbingly interesting comments.
Unfortunately, portions of the book
are nothing short of revolting to a
Christian reader.

THE NEW DAY
By Jules Romains. Translated by
Gerard Hopkins. Alfred A. Knopf,
New York. 1942. 554 pages. $3.00.
HIS

is the tenth volume of the

series, Men of Good Will, a series
T
which, in reality, is one long novel.
Readers who have not read at least.
three of four volumes preceding this
one will be disappointed with The
New Day. The two books in this
volume deal with the Russian Communist experiment at the time of
Lenin. We meet again such people as
Quinette, Vorge, J erphanion, and the
journalist J allez. There is intrigue as
well as interesting comment on postwar Europe. On the whole this section of Men of Good Will is disappointing. Readers familiar with the
reports of United States correspondents in Russia will yawn over the
sections describing the N. E. P. Several smutty passages mar the book or,
depending on the point of view,
relieve the monotony of a work which
will bore the average reader.
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tur, and later also at Rajahmundry.
His service in the foreign field, covering three periods (1842-1845, 18481857, 1869-1871), was undertaken
after he was almost fifty years old.
The epitaph for his own gravestone,
composed by himself, is indicative of
the vital faith of this servant of Jesus
Christ: "Justified by Faith-Saved by
Grace-Resurgam."

A TIME FOR SILENCE
By Andre Maurois. Translated by
Edith Johannsen. D. Appleton-Century Company, New York. 1942.
203 pages. $2.00.
HEN France fell, Andre Maurois was in London on an ofW
ficial mission. Most of the time since
then he has spent in this country,
where his books and other writings

are probably more widely read than
those of any other living Frenchman.
A Time for Silence is the translation of a little novel that appeared in
France some years ago under the title
of L'lnstinct du Bonheur. It had not
heretofore been available in English.
The scene is laid in French provincial society, and the events related
take place in the year 1928. The plot,
in typical French fashion, turns on
the complications which arise out of
immoral relations in the early life of
the Romillys, whose daughter Colette
holds the center of interest. Maurois
acquits himself with the literary skill
for which he has become noted, except that when he closes the book he
seems conveniently to have forgotten
that one of the complications on
which the story depends has not been
fully resolved and probably cannot be.

May Moment
Each young leaf whispering stirs,
Each unborn blossom throbs as if touched
By the tender, benevolent fingers of rain~
And yet not a cloud on the face of awakening sky
Hides the timorous opal of tired stars,
No dawn wind breathes at the heart of the drowsing
woods ....
But listen!
Hear those gem-like notes
Pouring· drip, drip
From the tongue of a mating bird?
RoLAND RYDER-SMITH
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